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Chapter | 


Mikael walked through the familiar heavy oak door with a sigh. It felt more like home here than it did in his 
house in Stockholm since Anna and the girls moved out. The white walls and dark beams were comforting in 


their sterility, the sparse almost Japanese décor so different from the clutter and chaos of a young family. 


Steven kicked off his shoes at the door and led him inside wordlessly. Mikael dumped his luggage and toed out 
of his trainers, the shoes ending up in one of Steven's messy piles. The drive from London always stressed him 
out, endless roundabouts and traffic jams as the British Motoring Public insisted on proving they had no 


driving skills or manners. 


The empty rooms gave very little insight into Steven's daily life, or rather too much. He'd been in this house 
for eight years now and aside from the few rooms he actually lived in hadn't changed much from the advert 
the estate agent had shopped around. A rickety looking bench seat was normally the only thing in the living 
room ~- it would have been a living room in a normal household - and Mikael looked around in dismay at the 


continual emptiness. How Steven didn't go mad living here alone was beyond him. 


"le put new curtains in the studio," Steven called from the far end of the room, oblivious to the creeping 


existential horror of it all. 


"Red, right?" Steven had a rather peculiar interior design motif when left to his own devices. Perhaps why the 
rest of the house was left untouched. He had been so proud of the red carpet in the studio, then the red 
couch, then his red chair. Mikael wondered why he didn't just spray everything red and have done with it. 


Steven looked at him quizzically. "Yeah, how'd you know?" 


Mikael shook his head at his best friend's predictability and literally stumbled upon the new addition to the 
room. Covered in a beige shroud, the new item was easily as Tall as Mikael was and twice as wide. Too shallow 


to be an armoire, Mikael pulled at the sheet covering it. 


"What's this?" Steven wasn't one to collect large furniture items or antiques on a whim, living like he was still 


in his London flat. Steven wandered back over, helping Mikael gather up the cloth in his arms. 


The wood was dark and old, most of the front gilded heavily and intricately carved. The mirror in the center 


was clear, with a thin layer of dusty fuzz over the glass surface. 


‘Found it at an estate sale in Scotland" Mikael didn’t like it; the mirror was too clunky, befitting more some 
medieval castle than this century old farmhouse. It didn't belong here and was so out of the expected for 
something Steven would choose. Ikea made much more practical mirrors if he needed some extra light in the 
space. He didn't like it, if one could have an immediate gut reaction to an inanimate object. Carefully he touched 
the polished wood on the side, hand sliding slowly over the smooth wood. It was creepy in a way; antiques went 
through so much before they ended up in the now, and old spirits liked to cling to things. The sheet needed to 
go back over it and Mikael tossed the fabric over the mirror. 


"Going to paint it red?" Maybe a nice thick coat of paint would seal out whatever was going on with the vibe. It 
must have come from some medieval torture chamber as Mikael was pretty sure this mirror had seen some 


shit in its day. 


Steven straightened the sheet, looking through his glasses at the monstrosity. "I dunno," he sighed. "I kinda like 


it the way it is. You know painting an antique ruins the value." 


He had enough of the stupid mirror already. He needed a beer and to sit down and relax for a few minutes 
before moving on with the day. Most of the songs were still in very rough shape and needed a lot of work. It 


was going to be a long week 


Chapter 2 


It was late at night when Mikael crept back into the living room. It was still a few hours before sunrise, and 
with the cold English winds blowing the willow branches around the house it felt spooky enough to approach 
the strange mirror. Surely it was just that, an over grandiose mirror from days gone by that Steven had 
picked up at an estate sale. It didn't explain the unusual air around it, or why it was the only thing in the house 
Steven kept covered up. 


After listening quietly to make sure Steven was no longer padding about upstairs, Mikael carefully drew off the 
sheet and gathered it in his arms. He wanted to look closer at the carvings. He'd noticed them briefly the 
other day, unable to read them. The letters looked English but the words didn't make sense. If it was old 
maybe it was Olde English like half the village used as a quaint sales gimmick. Steven did say it was from 
Scotland, maybe it was written in Scottish? He couldn't read Scottish any more than he could ever figure out 


Welsh. 


In the dark it was harder to read the carved letters than it had been in the sunlight. His fingers traced the 
deep etchings, some letters curving gracefully while others were more gothic and angled. Each was trimmed 
with gold, the light on his phone reflecting sharply in the dark room. Mikael stepped back from the mirror to 
take a good look at the entire piece; maybe by focusing on the small details he was missing something. 


Mikael jumped when he finally looked in the glass. "Steven, | didn't hear you." Steven had somehow snuck down 
the stairs while Mikael was examining the mirror. Steven tipped his head quietly, stepping next to Mikael and 
leaning a head on his shoulder. 


At least that's what happened in the mirror. Mikael looked to his side only to find empty space. He looked back 
at the mirror, Steven's head still on his shoulder and an arm wrapped around his waist. Mikael ran his hand 


through the empty air, not feeling any contact but yet, in the mirror, Steven was quite clearly here. 


Mikael stepped aside from the mirror again, the glass once again only showing a reflection of the empty room 
and the light from his phone. Maybe the quiet and isolation of country living had gotten to him after two days 
out of Stockholm. 


Stepping in front of the mirror again, he saw Steven at his side, a small hand in the air waving hello at him. 
That was odd. Mikael waived back and reflection Steven smiled, lips curling up to reveal his upper teeth. One of 
his rare, real smiles that Mikael cherished. 


Maybe the flight had gotten to him, although he pretty much shouldn't have jet lag after such a short flight. 
Unless Steven was playing some sort of elaborate prank on him this couldn't be real. There were no projectors 


hidden on the wall, and no wires leading from the mirror. Unless he got something fancy and wireless.. 


Mikael looked up the stairs, making sure Steven wasn't standing there laughing at him. He wasn't. Mikael 
frowned at the mirror Steven, who smiled and rocked on the balls of his feet patiently, like he had nowhere in 


the world to go. 


Deciding he had enough of the illusion or delusion, Mikael tossed the cloth back over the mirror, cutting off his 
reflection The mirror was creepy before, but now, in the dark with the howling British winds it was positively 
hair raising. It was time for bed, and he slowly climbed the wooden stairs, occasionally glancing over his 
shoulder at the covered mirror. He'd always been able to sleep after watching scary movies, but this was 
somehow worse than anything Hollywood could have imagined. His room was small but cozy, and Mikael climbed 
in the bed with its creaky box springs and heavy comforter. He curled himself in the plush duvet and tried not 


to think of the way mirror Steven smiled with complete happiness. 


Chapter 3 


Two days later and he was back at the mirror, this time during the day with the sun streaming in through 
the ancient windows. Steven was dealing with technical issues in his little studio, things Mikael had no patience 
for. He left before he broke something, knowing that even Steven's little Protools interface was worth several 
thousand pounds. 


The cloth slid over the mirror again with a small tug, and this time he left it puddled on the floor. Nothing had 
changed except for the fact it was easier to see in the light. It was still creepy and darkened the whole air of 
the room. Careful to stay off to the side, Mikael got a better look at the letters carved into the oak. He still 


couldn't read them; the letters were just a random jumble. 


One word caught his eye, but he couldn't place it. Erised. It sounded like one of those Lord of the Rings words, 
maybe that's where he saw it. Steven liked Tolkien's work, but wasn't a rabid fan. Again it didn't make sense 
for him to have gotten this mirror and have it freighted to his house. 


Mikael pulled out his phone and googled the word, raising an eyebrow when all of the results were Harry 
Potter related. It made about as much sense as a Lord of the Rings connection, and it explained why the word 
was familiar. He'd read most of the books as they'd come out, giving up somewhere around book five - the 


dreaded big blue one. There was no way this was real. He just couldn't see the cables. 


Positive Steven would step out with the camera running, Mikael stepped in front of the mirror again and really 
took a good look this time. He could see Steven out of the corner of his eye but ignored him, looking at himself. 
The things he really despised about his appearance were suddenly gone. His left eye matched his right, changing 
the entire shape of his face for the better. It didn't look like his face when he looked close, it was better. The 


double chin was gone, jaw line firming up slightly. That was all good. 


Steven's profile loomed in his vision no matter how much Mikael tried to focus on his new face. In the mirror 
Steven's arm rested across his shoulders and those normally pinched lips were puckered and pressed against 
his cheek. He frowned, not certain he was comfortable with what he was seeing. It was strange not feeling 


what he was seeing; Steven was not the most tactile person on the planet and often avoided physical contact 


with others. 


Steven's arm slid down his back and wrapped around his waist. That fine hair landed on his shoulder as Steven 
rested his head. Mikael had to look around to make sure no one else was watching. Steven molded his body to 
Mikael's side. Thank goodness Steven would be working on that glitch for a while. But, if what he remembered 


from years ago was right, you only saw what you wanted in the mirror. 
He doubted Steven would want to see this. 


One of Steven's arms had released its hold on him, leaving it free to roam a hand over Mikael's belly. He 


watched as the pale skin moved against his black tshirt, fascinated at the way Steven's lithe muscles and 


tendons moved under his skin. Talented fingers stroked and Mikael had the off though that those fingers would 


be of good use elsewhere. 


Immediately the Steven's hand dropped below his belt and tweaked his cock. Mikael jumped back, not because he 
felt anything, but the image of Steven touching him in such a way was startling. It was enough to break him 
out of the mirror's range, the silver glass again reflecting an empty room. Emboldened by the daylight, Mikael 
stepped into the mirror's range again, watching as Steven appeared at his side and slowly slid down the fly of 
his jeans. His cock jumped excitedly at the thought of Steven touching him. Mikael looked down at his groin, 
disappointed when his jeans were still closed and there were no hands rubbing at him. The bulge was there as 


blood flowed into his erection, at least that part of things was real. 


Back in the mirror, Steven had gotten Mikael's fly open and his hand his hand snaked through the opening, 
fingers rubbing against his swollen cock. Mikael looked down again, no Steven anywhere in sight. The mirror was 


a much better view as Steven met his eyes and smiled, hand making a fist inside Mikael's underwear. 
"What are you doing?" 


Mikael startled, his own palm freezing on his thigh. "Nothing," Mikael stuttered. Steven looked between him and 
the mirror before picking the cover off the floor. Steven's jeans clung to his backside as he bent over and 


Mikael found himself looking. 


"This is covered for a reason" He scrambled to throw the fabric on top of the mirror, pulling to even out the 


ends. "You've seen what it does?" Steven left a hand on the wood, giving Mikael a heavy look. 


He was interested to see what Steven saw when he looked in the mirror. It wasn't a good time to broach the 
conversation. Steven made him feel like the kid that got caught with his hand in the cookie jar. "Yeah," he 
answered cautiously. What if Steven saw something unsettling? It did show you what you wanted, after all, and 
Steven was a bit twisted in the brain 


But what if it showed the same thing Mikael saw? He discarded the idea. Steven had never said anything over 
the years, good friends without any physical aspect to their relationship. Steven was nothing but 100% 
straight. 


But so was Mikael. At least until Steven was touching him in the mirror. 


"Just stay away from it, ok? Its serious business." Mikael nodded solemnly, already knowing he wouldn't be able 


to not look at it at least one more time. "I got rid of that fifty cycle hum if you're ready." 


Mikael's mind wasn't in it, still fixed on the image of Steven with his hand in Mikael's pants. It would take a 
while for that to go away, nothing five minutes in the toilet wouldn't cure. It wouldn't be comfortable laying 
down some guitar tracks until he could sit comfortably. "Sure." He wasn't about to tell Steven the image of him 


in the mirror gave him a hard on. 


"You ok?" Steven pushed off the mirror and came too close to him. Mikael nodded, wishing Steven would either 
go away or come closer and not hang out at the weird distance while eying him critically. "See something?" 
Again Mikael nodded, wishing Steven would just let it drop. 


Chapter 4 


Recording and dinner and a movie kept him distracted enough to push the intrusive memories of the mirror 
away. Night time had him bundled in the familiar comforter in the dark with nothing to do but think He was 
starved for contact since Anna left but Steven wasn't exactly his type. Not that he hadn't thought about it, 
but that was as far as it ever went. Sometimes though, late at night, after a few drinks while they were 
curled up on the sofa.. 


Generally speaking, creative people never slept well and Mikael was no exception. Between ideas floating through 
one's head, brutal and changing work hours, and a dedication hourly employees never had, sleep was often an 
afterthought. Realizing he wasn't going to sleep this early, Mikael threw off the covers again to sneak down and 


look at the mirror. Maybe a good session of jacking off would clear his mind enough to sleep. 


He passed Steven's room, gentle snores floating through the closed door. The coast was clear, and he headed 
downstairs as quietly as he could He should have felt guilty looking at the mirror image of Steven doing things 
he would never do in real life. The slim comfort was that he hadn't intentionally thought such things, the 
mirror supplied them and he was only interested after the fact. 


Mobile phone clutched in his hand for a light source, Mikael once again drew the shroud away. The glass was 
quiet, but the mirror seemed to be getting used to him now, if one could ascribe such an emotion to an 
inanimate object. With a deep breath Mikael stood in front of the mirror, waiting patiently as a naked Steven 
stepped up next to him, grotesquely massive cock reaching up past his belly button 


"Umm..." Mikael blinked and the appendage shrunk back down to a more normal size, looking more proportional to 
the naturally slim body Steven had. It was much better. Mirror Steven grabbed the hem of Mikael's shirt and 
lifted it up, pulling it over Mikael's head and tossing it to the floor. Mikael double checked, looking down to see 


his own tshirt still wrapped around him. This was a little bit more involved that some of the other viewings. 


Mirror Steven held Mikael, hips jerking slightly when his cock brushed against Mikael's waist. Mikael tried to 
reach out and put an arm around Steven, his arm finding nothing but air and the mirror image not moving. 
Well, that was different too. His mirror self reached for the buckle of his belt, opening the heavy clasp and 
pulling the thick leather from the loops in his jeans. He loved his belt, but he didn't sleep in it at night, just now 
realizing that his knit sleeping pants never matched what the mirror showed him. Steven nibbled on his 
shoulder as Mikael curled the strap around his knuckles, winding it into an oval. It disappeared from his hands, 


vanished off to parts unknown in another one of the mirror's tricks. 


Steven was avidly rubbing himself against Mikael's hip between bites and licks to his shoulder. Feeling his groin 
tighten Mikael rubbed at the front of his pajama bottoms, the start of an erection knotting the worn cotton In 
the mirror he'd gotten his cock out, Steven's hand already wrapped around the hardening length and stroking 
him to full hardness. 


One quick glance to the stairs assured him Steven wasn't really there, and a hand slipped under the waistband 


of his pants. His erection was real but it was only his own fingers that wrapped around sensitive skin and 


touched him in all the spots that felt good. 


His jeans had disappeared, either quickly removed by Steven or deleted by the mirror. It left a naked Steven 
rutting against his hip while jerking him off. His own hand would have to do for now, Mikael trying to imagine 
what Steven's smaller hand would fell like, fingers rougher from playing bass but slimmer and more tapered. 
He gave himself a squeeze right behind the swell of his head, imaging Steven's mouth finally being put to good 


use and sucking on his cock. 


The mirror wasted no time and supplying him with an image, Steven on his knees, dirty blonde hair bobbing 
back and forth with each movement of his head. Mikael's cock disappeared between his lips, only to be revealed 
when shiny with spit. He watched as Steven's cheeks hollowed out and lips formed around his skin, his own hand 
jerking himself harder inside his pajamas. The old wire rimmed glasses pressed against his stomach as Steven 
swallowed his length, throat squeezing impossibly tighter around his flared head. Steven's hand disappeared 
between Mikael's legs, rubbing at his balls and Mikael came inside of his pajamas. Mirror Steven licked his lips, 


tongue grabbing a small dribble of cum from his lips and swallowing it down. 


Mikael rocked on his heels, gasping at the force of his sudden orgasm. The couple in the mirror stilled before 
disappearing, the last vision of Steven on his knees before Mikael with both hands on Mikael's thighs, pink 
tongue licking his lips as if to get ever last bit of flavor from his lips and into his mouth. 


Shit. 


Mikael pulled his hand out of his pants and wiped the mess on his leg. That had been satisfying, but alarmingly 
quick. The mirror had turned off, reverting back to the reflected image of a rosy looking Mikael staring dumbly 
at the glass. With no other images forcoming, Mikael covered the mirror again and headed back up the stairs, 
more swirling thoughts added to his mental storm, but at least his body was satiated now. Sleep claimed him 
shortly after his head hit the pillow, not able to wallow in the thoughts the mirror was bringing up. 


Chapter 5 


He ignored the mirror the next day, giving it a wide berth as he was forced to walk around it each time he 
moved through the house. The keyboards were out and while it was generally Steven who played, Mikael hung 
around with suggestions and a few of his own ideas, playing an acoustic as Steven added more parts to the 


developing mix. 


The next day, Steven had some household errands to take care of and left the house early, setting off for 
town. Mikael begged out of it, promising to stay and work on some lyrics for a tune they had come up with 
yesterday. In reality he wanted to visit the mirror again, the satiety wearing off from his last masturbation 
session. Steven's wheels crunched on the gravel and Mikael made a bee line to the mirror, pulling the cover off 
and wasting no time standing front and center. Steven appeared behind him, naked from what Mikael could see. 
The mirror had decided that clothes were unnecessary and stripped the mirror Mikael. Steven leaned over his 
shoulder and ran his hands over skin, smirking as Mikael's cock began to harden. The real Mikael wasted no 
time in unbuttoning and sliding his hands inside his jeans, hand wrapping around a cock that had been hard since 


Steven said he needed to go to town earlier. 


The mirror was rapidly replacing his mobile phone as favourite porn supplier. Steven's hand closed around his 
dick and began to stroke, Mikael matching the pace and easily imagining it really was Steven's hand on him. The 
mirror showed Mikael rest his head back on Steven's shoulder, Steven's teeth grabbing onto Mikael's earlobe 
and tugging gently. 


"Fuck," Mikael cursed as the images grew even more pornographic. A bed had materialized in the mirror, the 
dark wood and blue comforter clearly the one from the guest room Mikael was using. Mikael lay sideways on 
the bed, his legs hanging off the edge while Steven bent down, using his mouth and hands to pleasure Mikael. 
Steven trailed his tongue down Mikael's skin before swallowing him all the way down and Mikael wasn't sure 

where to look. He wanted to watch his cock disappear between Stever's lips, but couldn't tear his eyes away 
from the expanse of pale skin laid out before him. Thigh muscles flexed as Steven worked his magic, bent at 


the waist and giving Mikael a great view of his ass. 


The mirror moved again, this time Steven laying on his stomach on the bed, bent over the edge with that 
wonderfully small ass presented for him. Mirror Mikael circled behind him, admiring the view before finally 
stroking a hand over rounded muscle and smooth skin Steven twisted his head on the bed in what looked like a 
soft moan. Mikael jerked himself faster, the scene before him more erotic than he would have thought. He 
never got a good look at Steven's ass, the jeans he preferred doing little to show off what he had. 


Mirror Mikael knelt down as his hands spread Steven's cheeks, leaning forward to lick at Steven's exposed hole. 
Mikael squeezed himself, almost hearing Steven's soft moans and groans of pleasure as his moustache tickled 
tender flesh. If there was one person on the planet that he'd rim, it would be Steven. He bounced on the bed 
as Mikael tried to hold him still, face disappearing between those cheeks, his hips rubbing against the 


comforter as he struggled to get more friction on his cock. 


Steven hissed, teeth clenched and lips barred, Mikael's eyes glued to the image of his pleasure. Fuck, if only he 
could really see that, to watch Steven sweat and swear and beg for release. His hair was mussed and the 
glasses pressed into his cheek and the bed. Mikael was standing now, one hand on Steven's hip as the other 
hand guided his cock between Steven's cheeks. Steven's back was arched, rearing into Mikael's dick and begging 
for it, filthy words falling from his lips like prayers. 


Mikael came as his hand tightened around his tip, the thought of actually fucking Steven sending him over the 
edge. The pair carried on in the mirror, Steven on his hands and knees now, pushing back against Mikael's 
thrusts. Mikael had to turn away as he squeezed the last few drops from his shrinking length. He threw this 
sheet over the fucking couple, hoping it shut off as soon as he was out of range again. He zipped up and went 
to the kitchen to wash his hands before spending the rest of the day in the studio, half distracted and not 


able to focus on his writing. 


Chapter 6 


Steven looked up from the midi keyboard he'd been hunched over, scowling. "What's wrong with you?" 


Mikael started, the daydream of Steven bent over the guest bed rapidly fading as his attention was brought 
back to the present. "Huh?" 


The keyboard was ignored as Steven swiveled in his chair as he looked across the small room. His new control 
chair was red and matched the couch he'd put in a few years back. Slowly but surely the entire recording 


room was turning red. "You're very distracted today." 


He didn't have any excuses. Steven would see right through any lie he tried to put out there. "Sorry," was 
where he left it, kicking himself for not being able to stay in the moment and focused. 


"Why don't we get a beer? We can always come back to this later when you're ready to work." Mikael just 
watched him, hoping that Steven never figured out what was going through his mind. As much as he wanted it, 
he didn't want to fuck up the close friendship they had. Hell, Steven wasn't into men anyway and there was 
zero chance of it going anywhere. Steven turned again, lifting up the cartridge of mellotron tapes and moving 
them somewhere safer. His jeans clung to his ass as he bent and lifted, Mikael watching as the denim pulled 
tight and shifted. Steven set the cartridge down carefully, slowly releasing his hands and turning around. 


"What?" Mikael's eyes flew up to meet Steven's confused ones. "Do | have something on me?" 


‘Yeah, clothes,’ Mikael thought to himself, choosing to shake his head no instead of trusting his voice. Steven 


brushed at his rear end, twisting to see if there was anything amiss. 
"You gonna sit there all night?" Steven stood before him, waiting so they could both go to the kitchen 


Standing up would mean putting the guitar down. It was the only thing hiding his erection. Standing in front of 
Steven with a hardon wasn't his idea of pleasurable at the moment. Maybe Steven wouldn't notice, his jeans 
were rather baggy off the rack, wide hips and slim legs making it difficult to find properly fitting pants. After 
a few seconds of panicked thinking, he realized there was no way out of it and rested the guitar on the other 
end of the small sofa. He stood carefully, and Steven looked at him with a small smile. Beer time was good time 


in the Wilson household. 


Chapter 1 


Steven looked up from his IPA, the football game on the TV long since on mute and ignored. Mikael's own bottle 
of saison was almost empty and he looked at the level through the dark brown glass. "I think | know what your 


problem is." 


Mikael slugged back the rest of the fruity beer and pondered getting another from Steven's fridge. He didn't 
like being psychoanalyzed, especially not by someone as close to him as Steven “Yeah? Figure out my deepest 


problems?" 


"You've been at the mirror again" Steven held up his bottle and pointed at Mikael. "Cover was moved when | 
came back from Sainsbury's." Mikael shrugged. Steven was on to him, thank god he didn't know what Mikael saw 


in the mirror. "You can't keep using it, men have gone mad staring at it" 


| won't," Mikael promised. "I just like to look" Usually after he came the mirror cut off, and unless he was 


planning on having a lifelong erection his viewing time would always be limited. 


‘Mmmmm," Steven muttered. "| need to you to be smarter than the mirror, ok? That's why its covered. Just 
walk past it and pretend it's not there." 


Easy for him to say, he probably saw walls of electronic bits with a nice pair of headphones attached, 
something that was easier to pull away from. He didn't suffer having his friend turn into a cock hungry slut 
who was always ready to pleasure him. Even looking at Steven now made him hard, his brain not realizing the 


difference between mirror Steven and live, very unavailable, Steven 


Steven frowned, concern filling his features. "Mike, you ok?" Eyes scanned over his face as Mikael tried to hide 


his motions. "What do you see in there anyway?" 


Mikael bit his lip, surprised at how he was almost tearing up. He hated to lie to Steven, but he couldn't tell him 
the truth. "Anna, and the girls." It seemed the most reasonable place to go. "They're with me, and happy.” 


Steven reached out his hand across the table and grabbed one of Mikael's. "It'll get better eventually. You'll 
always be their father, despite Anna" 


His heart crushed under the weight of the lie. While he missed Anna and his girls, it was even sadder that 
they weren't what he desired the most. "| keep thinking every day will get easier, and instead it gets harder." 


Good, vagueness was good. 


"You want to go to the pub and look around? Town's not full of beautiful girls, but one might take your mind 
off for a night or two." 


Mikael's jaw dropped. Steven was trying to get him laid. How cruel could the fates be? "Ummm, no. No, thanks. 


lts." He trailed off. How to explain without saying something wrong. 
"Too soon, | get it” Steven jumped to his own conclusion and Mikael let him have it. 


Mikael was tired of dancing around the non-issue. "I need another one." He pushed the bottle away from him, 


eying the level in Steven's bottle. 


Steven pushed his bottle towards Mikael. "Try this one, it's too hoppy for me." Mikael squinted at the label, 
some sort of Imperial and sniffed at it, trying to ignore the faint lip print on the glass or the glisten of 
moisture, either left over beer or spit. His cock jumped at the thought, too close to Steven to be comfortable. 


Trying a sip he grimaced, the bitterness more than he had expected and overpowering. 
"Gah," he spat, "How did you drink half of this?" 


Steven shrugged. "Sometimes it gets better after a few sips." Mikael sniffed the bottle again and tried a second 
sip, still as sharp as the first mouthtul. 


"Not this one." Leaving that on the table, they walked to the kitchen and Steven bent over into the fridge. 
Mikael got another good look at his ass and crossed his legs as he leaned against the island. It was just going to 
be one of those nights that he was perpetually semi-hard. "Lager?" Steven held up a can as his glasses slipped 
down his nose. After the saison and IPA, a smooth lager would go down alright. They were now a few beers in 
and his palate needed a break from the microbrews Steven had been feeding him. 


"Sure." He reached out to take the can, fingers brushing over Steven's. To his surprise, Steven pulled out the 


same for himself. 


Steven considered him for a moment, waiting for him to pop the tab and glug down a bit. "Come with me." 
Steven left the kitchen, not giving Mikael any time for questions. Maybe he had a riff running through his 
head. That's usually how things worked while they were writing. 


Instead he stopped at the mirror again, pulling the cover off and giving the mirror a dismissive look before 
stepping away from it. "Stand here." Steven pointed right where he had just been, the same spot Mikael stood 
to watch naked Steven dance around in the mirror. 


Mikael swallowed and looked back and forth between the mirror and Steven, downing most of his beer in a few 


quick gulps. "I really don't think.” 


"Stand here." He looked mad, which was never a good thing. Steven was so hard to read sometimes, who knew if 
he was caught in his own thoughts or if he'd finally gone ‘round the twist. Not able to delay any more, Mikael 
stood where he was told, real Steven still at his side as mirror Steven pulled away in the mirror, splitting off 
from his real life reflection Mirror Steven held a finger up to his lips, warning Mikael not to say anything. 
Naked Steven stood in front of Mikael, catching his erection in his hand and jerking off obscenely, stroking his 


length with exaggerated movements. If the mirror had sound, Mikael was sure he'd be moaning as well, tongue 


sneaking out to wet those thin lips. 


"What do you see?" Steven looked in the mirror, at his own reflection Mikael could only hope he wasn't seeing 


himself reflected back. The lie would go over pretty badly if Steven saw what he saw. 


"Anna. Mirjam and Melinda" He pretended to look at about the right heights for the girls, trying to smile even 
as mirror Steven sucked on one of his fingers, trying to catch Mikael's eyes it as slid in and out of his mouth. 


Real Steven looked at him, no reflection in the mirror. The reflection in the mirror was busy putting that spit 
slicked finger somewhere it wasn't supposed to go. "You see the girls?" 


Mikael nodded as mirror Steven bent himself into a pretzel to chase a pleasurable spot. "As they were a few 


months ago. | haven't seen them in a while." 


He always felt like Steven could see through him. He said nothing, but he felt like he was five years old again 
and his mother had caught him doing something he'd been told not to do. The silence stretched on, Steven 


moaning and rocking as his finger disappeared into his rear end. 


"What do you see when you look?" Mikael tried to divert the attention away from himself. Steven would likely 
see a rice steaming cup of herbal tea or possibly an Ipod being smashed into pieces. Actually, he wasn't sure 
what Steven would see. For being so busy, he didn't really seem to be overly passionate about anything besides 


music. 


Steven took a deep breath. "My daa," he said finally. One arm was wrapped around his waist and the other held 


his chin, it was a self comforting measure Mikael realized he's watched Steven do a million times. "I miss him." 


He didn't know if Steven could even see him, so he landed a hand on Steven's shoulder. The porn in the mirror 
subsided and now Mikael had his arms wrapped around Steven protectively. After watching in the mirror it 
wasn't a good idea to try and hug Steven, but the small comfort would get his point across. 


Its not fair." Steven wiped at his mouth and ran a hand through his hair. "You can always call and talk to your 
kids, see them within a day or two. This is the only way I'll ever see my dad." 


Mikael turned his attention from the mirror now, not able to see Steven's dad. "I'm sorry.’ The apology didn't 
help, but he was never great with comforting people. "Is that why you bought it?" 


Steven rested his hand over Mikael's on his shoulder. "No. Just felt drawn to it, you know. Kept it covered like 
the old guy selling it told me to, until | found out why." 


Steven's eyes never left the mirror. Maybe this wasn't a good idea anymore. He pulled away from Steven and 
threw the sheet over the top of the mirror, breaking the spell. Steven sagged and the small smile turned into 


a frown as he was pulled away from the image of his father. "It's not real, Steven" 


"I know," Steven sighed. With his erection mostly gone, Mikael couldn't resist the idea of wrapping his arms 
around Steven. As a friend, of course, Steven's visits to the mirror seemed to take a huge toll on him and 
living alone was doing him no favors. Mikael held out his arms and pulled Steven into him, feeling Steven 


breathe deep once then exhale, relaxing into Mikael's embrace. 
Steven clung to him, quietly enjoying the rare human contact. "Sleep?" Mikael whispered against mussed hair. 


Steven nodded. "Beer." A beer in bed was often Mikael's favorite way of ending a rough day as well. He sent 
Steven up the stairs with the promise he'd be right behind. The two cans of lager were cold in his hands as he 
cautiously peeked around Steven's open bedroom door. Steven's jeans were already gone, pajama bottoms riding 
low on his thin hips as he moved his arms to draw the tshirt over his head. He knocked his glasses askew as 
the collar slipped over his head, reaching up quickly to straighten them. 


‘Come in," Steven said as he threw his shirt across the room to the laundry basket and missed. Mikael's feet 
sank into the plush carpet, one of the few rooms that weren't hardwood or tile. He handed Steven his beer and 
turned to leave, only stopping when Steven grabbed his wrist. "Wanna watch a movie?" At first it had been 
their routine. Work in the studio for hours, and relax by watching a movie before bed. It had turned into an 
unspoken thing now, when one of them wasn't quite ready to be alone again it was movie time. They'd seen 
every single movie Steven owned, but Mikael had Frederick's Netflix login now and they were slowly working 


their way through every weird art house movie they could find. 


Steven pulled him towards the bed. Given the last few days it should have been a dream come true, but 
instead it was awkward and uncomfortable. They were supposed to watch a movie, not crawl into bed together. 
Steven was in no state for Mikael to broach his recent discovery. Couldn't they just go back down to the 
study and curl up on the sofa? Mikael had no problems letting Steven fall asleep against him there, so why 


was the bed becoming such a big issue? 


Steven was on his knees on the bed, shirtless, pulling Mikael forward. Such an anxiety laced few steps, but 
Mikael let himself be pulled against his better judgment, crawling behind Steven to sit at the head of the bed, a 
pillow propped against the small of his back. He rested his beer between his legs, the cold helping to keep some 


parts of him under control. 


"What do you want to watch?" Mikael popped the tab on his drink, waiting for Steven as he dug around for the 


remote control. 


"Something easy." He found the remote and turned the flatscreen on It diverted attention away from the 
situation at hand, letting Mikael stare endlessly at the screen instead of at Steven. Maybe this would be alright. 


Steven flipped through the music selection, landing on Pirate Radio. Lovely, another seemingly innocent movie 
about a boy searching for his father. Steven had watched it a million time and obviously chose it for a reason. 
The music was good and the plot wasn't hard to follow, Mikael making the trek between kitchen and bedroom 
several times for beers. At the end, he made motion to go to his own room, stopped as Steven grabbed his 


wrist again. 


"Another movie?" The lopsided smile was all fake, the view in the mirror obviously still rattling him. 
A yawn paused his answer; that alone should have been enough answer for Steven. "I am tired” 
The hand slid down his wrist to his hand, fingers twining with his. "You can always sleep here." 


They'd fallen asleep on couches together more times than they could count. They'd shared hotel rooms and 
chauffer services. Sharing a bed was a line they'd never crossed. Clearly Steven needed companionship for 
whatever was going on in his head. "Ok, but turn the fan on so there's some noise." His belt had been killing 
him, the large buckle he favored cutting into his stomach. "I, umm, don't have pajamas." Steven's would not fit 
him even if he offered to lend a pair. 


"Just get down to your shorts, the duvet is heavy." Steven flipped the screen off, dropping the remote off the 
edge of the bed. He picked up a corner of the duvet and showed the thickness to Mikael before folding it over 


and crawling underneath it. 


Mikael hit the lightswitch before dropping his trousers, tshirt landing on top of it. Shorts or no, it was too 
little to be wearing around Steven, and far too little distance between a half naked slumbering Steven Looked 
like he was out of luck for the fan, Steven already tossing around and getting comfortable under the covers. 


Mikael tried to settle down, the complete wrongness of the situation doing little to ease him into sleep. 


The mattress was just as soft as his was, the pillow supporting his neck comfortably. Despite the quiet, he 
found himself slipping off to sleep. 


Chapter 8 


He woke with someone in his arms, his hips pressed against their bottom. It wasn't Anna, who always smelled 
like her lavender soap and was softer. Waking up a bit more he realized he was fucked. He'd really messed up 
this time and slept with someone. Mikael opened his eyes and blinked, releasing Steven as soon as his higher 
brain functions kicked in. Hopefully he hadn't felt his hard on, body reacting as his bladder filled overnight. Light 
peeked through the heavy drapes on the windows, letting in just enough light so he could find the door, 
stumbling down the hall to the small bathroom. 


Once he was done he realized it was too late to go back to bed, but too early for Steven to get up. With a few 
hours to kill he set about getting Steven's Keurig up and running, watching out the window at the birds in the 
garden. When he got bored of that, he wandered back to the mirror again, drawn to it like a magnet. He knew 
what he would see, and the image that faced him when he pulled the drape was no longer a shock. Steven 
looked much like Mikael imagined he looked right now, half buried in the duvet and sleep mussed, naked bottom 
peeking out of the twisted covers. He would be warm from the plush beddings as the golden sunlight tried to 
peek around the edges of the curtains. 


What was odd was to see himself climb into the bed and lay beside Steven, pulling him into an embrace. It was 
less pornographic than the other visions, and somehow more unsettling. Steven stirred in the mirror, reaching 
an arm back to pull Mikael closer. The duvet disappeared, both of them touching from shoulders to knees as 
the mirror Mikael nibbled on Steven's neck 


Mikael glanced at the stairs. Steven would sleep a few more hours and sometimes a morning wank was called 
for, especially with the mirror normally offering such perverse delights. He almost wasn't embarrassed about 
the images anymore, much worse things running through his mind when he was watching Steven work or clean, 
With the coast clear he slipped a hand inside his shorts. his own hand felt good but not as good as he imagined 
Steven 's would feel. The pair on the bed kissed, hands grabbing and skating over skin. Mikael's eyes watched 


eagerly, fixating on the perfect slope of a nose or the long line of an arching back. 


The mirror Steven shifted, climbing on top of Mikael and straddling his hips. His cock stood proudly for mirror 
Mikael to touch and stroke, Steven smiling as he settled on Mikael's hips, trapping Mikael's cock underneath him. 
He said something that made Mikael laugh, the sound lost to the silvered glass. Steven moved his hips, 
tormenting Mikael underneath him. Large hands landed on Steven's hips, guiding his movements as Mikael thrust 


up against him. 


He slid his underwear down, the loose cotton too restrictive to get in good strokes. It was a risk, Steven might 
wake up early, but being caught with a hand in your pants wasn't much better. Mikael was able to stroke 
himself from root to tip now, easily imagining Steven sitting across his own hips, the mirror's image only 


helping his already overactive imagination. 


In the mirror, Steven canted forward, leaning over Mikael's chest as his hips rose. Mikael's hand reached 


between them, guiding himself as Steven lowered himself again. Mikael tightened his fist around his cock head, 


imagining Steven's tight ass stretching to take his cock He kept his fist tight as mirror Steven started to lift 
himself up, the thin muscles in his thighs straining before he dropped himself back down. Mikael saw his own 
bliss, watched as his own head rolled back and his mouth opened in what was probably a very deep groan. 


Mikael stepped closer to the mirror, one hand reaching out to lean against the wooden frame. The intricate 
carvings bit into his palm but he didn't care. It was harder to see this close, eyes having to focus on spots 
instead of watching the entire scene. He watched Steven's face, his eyes closed as those ugly black glasses 
bounced on his nose. The glasses switched to Steven's old wire rimmed glasses, much better looking than his 


current pair. In the middle of some hardcore porn it was nice that the mirror really listened to what he liked. 


He knew he had to hurry, the threat of Steven catching him adding to the excitement. With the scene the 
mirror had conjured up he wouldn't last long anyway. His fist rode over his flesh, each stroke pushing him 
closer to orgasm. He watched as Steven rode him, Steven's hand dropped down to his cock, catching it and 


rubbing himself as he rode Mikael. 


Watching Steven fuck himself and jerk off was enough to push Mikael over the edge. His fist tightened around 


his cock, Steven's ass clenching around him as he spilled over his fingers. 


He hastily threw the sheet over the mirror again, cutting off the touching scene of post-coital snuggling. A 
soft noise came from upstairs, the sound of a popping neck or knee as he saw a quick flash of gray flannel and 


dirty blonde hair retreat back down the hallway. 


Well, shit. Steven wasn't the sort to simply forget something. They'd have to talk about it now, or he'd bring it 
up later at a time that suited him and was typically horribly inappropriate. As Mikael trudged up the stairs he 
started to come up with excuses, settling on the story of seeing Anna in the mirror. Steven would believe that 
one, even if he never had a wife. He found Steven sitting on the edge of his bed, the one they had just shared, 
and Mikael leaned against the doorjamb. He couldn't set foot in here again and shouldn't have the first time, not 


when his own room was just next door. 


"Sorry," he said, not quite able to look at Steven. A piece of fuzz on the carpet caught his eye and gave him 


something to focus on 


Steven shifted but didn't move. "l'm not used to sharing my house. I'm sorry." The awkward silence was back 
even after apologies were traded. Mikael couldn't think of anything to say. Nothing felt right but he couldn't 


just leave either. "You saw Anna again?" 


Mikael nodded, sticking to his story. Steven pursed his lips, pushing off the bed after thinking for a short time. 
"Coffee?" 


Steven was still shirtless and Mikael found himself admiring the view before chastising himself. Wouldn't do to 
be caught ogling. "Yeah, I'm.." he caught himself before he said ‘up', embarrassed about his lack of control. 


"Coffee." 


Steven grabbed a shift from his dresser and threw it over his shoulder. He brushed past Mikael to get out of 
the room and Mikael flattened himself against the trim molding so Steven wouldn't touch him. With Steven 
heading to start the Keurig Mikael picked up his own discarded shirt and shook out the wrinkles. He could get a 


fresh one later. 


Chapter 9 


Steven watched him like a hawk the rest of the day. It couldn't just be because he got caught masturbating, 
everyone did it, certainly every guy did. Steven probably couldn't see much from the hallway to begin with, 
probably just his butt and his elbow as it moved, Mikael had been too close to the mirror for a reflection to 
get past him. Unless Steven had been watching him. The idea had too many pleasing tangents and Mikael 
discarded it out of hand. 


Steven handed him a mug and Mikael picked a pod of Costa Rican blend, dropping it in the slot and clamping it 
down. He was already awake after the morning's jolt but the coffee gave him something to occupy his hands 
and an excuse not to talk. He glanced back at Steven who had retreated to the sink, leaning against it with his 
mug held between his hands. At least he finally had his shirt on. He was easier to ignore when he was covered 


up. 


‘I've got to go down to the shop today," Steven said as Mikael was adding teaspoons of sugar to his drink. "I'd 


like you to come with me." 


The double entendre got caught in Mikael's messed up mind, brain interpreting it one hundred percent not as 


Steven had intended the comment. "What for?" 


| ordered a bottle of wine, and just got a message it was in" Mikael had never gone to the extreme of 
ordering in special wine, but maybe this was a super special bottle. He probably was going out of his way to 
keep Mikael away from the mirror now. Well, he had enough images in his head now to get him through a lot 


of showers and probably a few tours. 
"Oh, that's good." 


By lunch time they were in the heart of Hemel Hempstead, the narrow high street out of place with the rest 
of the planned community. Steven had picked up his bottle, Mikael balking at the price on the register as 

Steven paid. Mikael pulled the paper bag down and read the bottle, holding it carefully as they walked over the 
lumpy brick road. When they got back to Steven's car Mikael held the bottle on his lap. Steven had been oddly 


quiet all day, occasionally shooting him an odd glance or staring at him when he thought Mikael wasn't looking. 


Steven pulled his door shut and fiddled with his keys, worrying the black key fob attached to the steel loop. "I 


watched you. Earlier." 


Mikael's cock jumped to attention at the admission. He pressed the butt end of the bottle into himself, things 
were never so simple with Steven. "Yeah?" He tried to sound level, without the hope or need creeping into his 


voice. "| used to watch Lindgren all the time." He shrugged. "It happens." 


Steven stopped fidgeting with his keys. "You???" He tapered off, thinking over the new information. Mikael didn't 


say anything else, waiting for Steven to lead the conversation The wine was hard and heavy pressed against 


his growing erection and he shifted the bottle, trapping his head against his thigh. 


Steven swallowed and pushed his glasses up before turning the motor over and slowly pulling out of the small 
carpark. Both men sat quietly with their thoughts as Steven drove them back to his house, the task of 


obtaining the wine completed. 


Mikael was still curious. To have a Californian wine imported was a pretty laborious effort when there were 


just as many French, Spanish, and Italian wines from just across the Channel. "Why did you order this bottle?" 


They stopped at an intersection not far from the house. Only a few minutes and they'd be back at Steven's 


house and Mikael could lock himself in the restroom for a few minutes. 
"I had some in Los Angeles and it was really good." 


Mikael let it drop; obviously Steven didn't want to tell him. He skirted past the mirror when they got back in 
the house, forgetting about the bathroom and heading for the studio. He could lose himself in the guitar for a 
while until the urge passed or Steven's weird mood lifted He was tired of being watched. The morning had been 
an exciting adventure, but having eyes constantly on him had gone from sexy to creepy very quickly. 

Steven gave him space, off somewhere else in the house doing god knows what. Mikael used his phone to 


record a few promising bits but spent most of his time just goofing around. 


"You want some more coffee?" Steven leaned against the door, a mug in his hand. "Got out some tea if you'd 


rather." 


"lIl have a beer." Or two, he thought to himself. It was almost supper time and he was starting to get hungry. 
Beer would fill him up until they argued over the dinner choices and ended up getting takeaway curries at ten 


pm. 


Steven brought him back a can and sat at the computer. Mikael had a vague idea of the intricacies of ProTools 
now, but he would never master it like Steven had. It just looked so boring clicking and dragging and flipping 


through menus. 


Steven opened a session and looked at it, Mikael trying to figure it out from the colored bands and crushed 
waveforms. Steven took a drink of his tea and sat the mug on the desktop loudly. He looked at Mikael's beer. 


‘lm getting a bottle of wine, you want some?" 


"Sure." The Ovation had long since migrated to resting against the arm of the couch as Mikael relaxed into the 
plush sofa He would double fist wine and beer, not like he had anything to do tomorrow. Actually, getting shit 
faced drunk sounded pretty good. 


The tea disappeared, and Steven came back with two large glasses overfilled with a red wine. Clearly, he was of 
the same mind tonight. 


"You want to talk or get drunk?" Mikael accepted his glass, setting the beer can on the carpet by his foot. 
"Drunk," Steven said as he sat at the computer again. "Definitely drunk" 

"I know | don't have much of one, but certainly my ass was not that horrifying." 

Steven snorted into his wine. "Cheers," he tipped his glass towards Mikael before sucking down a good portion 
Mikael finished his wine, and his beer, and a few other wines as Steven cracked open his small cellar. He never 
saw the bottle Steven bought earlier, probably stashed away for something specific. The Protools session was 
long since closed, the vinyls getting pulled out and set into perfect piles around Steven's chair. Steven lifted the 
needed on the last Florian Fricke album and flipped the turntable off. These were usually the nights Mikael 


treasured the most, just sitting and listening and occasionally discussing something with Steven 


"What's next?" He finished off his glass of wine and felt around the floor for an open beer. "How about Amon 
Duul I1?" 


"Hmmm, better idea. Come." Steven was pulling at his wrists again, getting him off the couch he'd curled into. 
Mikael was pulled to his feet and found his balance, toasty after all the wine, but was able to follow Steven 
into the kitchen 

Steven pulled out two new glasses and a bottle opener. "Now this, is a good wine." The paper bag was still on 
this morning's purchase, Steven pushing it down and attacking the foil with a cutter. He filled the glasses with 
the dark red wine, gently pushing one in Mikael's direction 

"Tastes like old grapes," Mikael joked. It was good, even if some of the finer points were lost on his beer palate. 
Steven sipped and closed his eyes, a look on his face that Mikael had seen many times in the mirror. He might 
have even moaned slightly as the wine ran down his throat, Mikael wasn't sure. Mikael was sure that he should 
have jerked off earlier when he had the chance. Plus when Steven got drunk he got giggly and handsy. Tonight 
would truly be a test of Mikael's resolve. 

After glass number two and beer number four he wasn't sure how much of that resolve was left. 

"Have you heard the new Dave Kerzner album?" 


Steven choked on his wine, hand flying up to cover his mouth and nose. "Squids?" he coughed out. "Shit" 


“Sorry.” Mikael wasn't sure what to make of that answer, either Kerzner was hilarious or Mikael was missing 


out on a good story. 


"No, no, it's alright." Steven was slurring slightly, usually a sign he was getting really fun to be around. "Squids 
got a solo or more Sound of Contact?" 


"Solo. It's not bad" Steven snorted into his wine. Not bad was a far stretch from ‘played it twice’ and the disk 


ended up somewhere on the floor of Mikael's Volvo back in Stockholm. 


Steven was leaning heavily on the bar, trying not to be obvious about pacing his consumption. The glass was 
probably the one that would push Steven over the line from tipsy to drunk "What you need to hear is the 


new Travis Larson release. Fucking fantastic." 
High praise coming from Steven "American, right?" 
"Yeah, weird huh?" 


He waited for Steven to pull out the disk or find it on his phone. That's what would normally happen, but 
instead tonight Steven seemed content to hear it in his own head and rock on the balls of his feet. Mikael 
helped himself to some biscuits he found in a cupboard. Dinner might not happen at all tonight at the rate 
Steven was drinking. 


Steven chugged the last of his glass, attempting to delicately set the crystal on the tile counter top and failing 


miserably. "I know what," he pronounced. "Got an idea" 


He set off out of the kitchen without another word, leaving Mikael to follow behind him. Probably off to pull 
some more albums from the stacks. While impressive, Steven's collection didn't hold a candle to Mikael's, yet he 


always managed to pull out something interesting. 


He found Steven in the living room with his fists wrapped around the cloth covering the mirror. He hadn't 


pulled it off yet, waiting for Mikael to catch up to him. 


Mikael made sure he stood far enough away from the mirror so it wouldn't catch him. "This is not a good 


idea." 


"You seemed to think it is" Steven ripped the shroud away, carefully stepping around the invisible line that kept 


the mirror from activating. "| figured out something in town" 


Mikael made a noise, rubbing his palms on his jeans. He felt the familiar hand on his back but was unprepared 
for the firm push and stumbled forward, mirror coming to life and showing him a rather drunk Steven in a 


set of pink bunny ears and not much else. His lips were stained red from the wine. Mikael's eyes raked over 


the sight before he could stop himself. 


Real Steven had stepped next to him, obviously trying to ignore whatever he was seeing in the mirror. He 
pointed at a random spot. "That's not Anna." 


Mirror Steven grabbed onto mirror Mikael's cock and started to stroke. "Her twin, then?" Mirror Steven fell to 
his knees and used both hands, occasionally leaning forward to quickly swipe his tongue over Mikael's slit. He 


tried to keep his breathing even, knowing Steven was watching him carefully. 


"| lied" Mikael stopped watching the mirror show and managed to turn his head to look at Steven. Mikael raised 
his eyebrow, not understanding what Steven was getting at. "You've been weird ever since | told you | watched 


you wank this morning.” 


"| am just weird, you know that." They reveled in their weirdness and he hoped it would be enough to throw 
Steven off whatever track he was on. 


Steven turned to look into the mirror this time. Mikael watched his face as he obviously saw something he 


liked, greedy eyes running up and down the mirror's length. "I know, but extra weird" 
Mikael tried to shrug it off. "I told you it doesn't bother me." 


"And thats what | was trying to work out. Either you're lying too and it does bother you," his eyes met 
Mikael's in the mirror, shifting away from whatever he was watching, "Or it's something else and | think I've 
decided that it's something else." 


"S-something else?" he stuttered, suddenly not sure where to put his hands. 
"Like it's not Anna in the mirror. Like it's not my father." 


The room felt claustrophobic suddenly and Mikael heard his own heartbeat thudding in his ears. "| need another 
beer, you want one?" He took half a step back before Steven's hand landed on his back again, keeping him from 


escaping. 


"And if its not Anna, who could it be?" He was pulled forward this time, Steven's firm grasp on his arm giving 
him no choice but to take the small step forward. Mirror Steven and real Steven matched up and seemed to 
dissolve into one another, sections of real Steven's clothes occasionally flashing through, sometimes mirror 


Steven's pale skin working as he tensed to keep Mikael from bolting. 


"So | got thinking, who could it be, and | started thinking, and | think when you said you used to watch Peter it 


all made sense." 


Mikael riled. It wasn't like it was something he still partook in, mutual masturbation back when the girls were 


scarce and uninterested. "Peter and Jonas were years ago, we were kids." 


"Jonas too, hmmmm?" Steven scratched at his chin before quickly grabbing Mikael's arm again. It was more 


clingy this time, and less of a security styled move. "Interesting." 


"lts not like that," even as he said it mirror Steven was jerking off again, teeth catching his bottom lip as 


fingers ran from base to tip, squeezing at twisting over his head. 


"Then what is it like? What do you see?" 
"Anna." 
Steven shook his head. Mirror Steven pouted. "No, really. H's alright. | think | know anyway." 


Mirror Steven had turned around, showing off all of his lines and the curve of his back that Mikael liked so 
much. Hands came around and grabbed his ass cheeks, bending forward slightly and pulling them apart. Mirror 
Steven sucked a finger into his mouth before running the finger around his asshole, slowly pushing it inside 
him. 


"Tell me what you see?" Mikael's breathing shifted, unable to keep himself from panting with slutty mirror 
Steven showing off and real Steven so close and practically begging in his ear. "Or you can just show me." 
Steven's hand trailed across Mikael's belly, hitting Mikael's belt before Mikael placed his own hand on top and 
guided his hand lower. He was so hard and Steven's warm hand through the tight denim felt like heaven. "Was 


it this?" Steven rubbed his hand over Mikael's cock, using his palm to feel where his erection was. 
His own reflection gave him a thumbs up, before miming a blow job. Steven must have felt his cock jump at 
the idea, there was no way he could have missed it. Steven's hand stilled as he gazed into the mirror. "What 


did you see?" 


"Nothing," his voice caught embarrassingly. "Nothing," he said again. Steven withdrew his fingers only to brush 
them against Mikael's fly. 


"Nothing?" Steven asked, tugging slightly on the single button that held Mikael's jeans closed. "Must have been 
something good." 


Mikael dropped his chin, looking down at Steven's hand on his fly. He sucked in his already flat stomach, hoping 
to wiggle the button from its hole. "It was." 


"Was it this?" Steven popped the button free and pulled the zipper, sliding his hands under the denim and 
feeling Mikael through his underwear. 


Mikael shook his head, watching as Steven's hand disappeared under his clothes. 
"No?" Steven stepped closer and slid his hand along skin, under the elastic of Mikael's underwear. "Was it this?" 


Mikael sucked in a breath as Steven touched him, skin on skin. He was able to shake his head, no longer 


trusting his voice. Fingers curled around his hardness, grabbing him and giving him a gentle tug. 


"No, something else?" Mikael swayed into Steven's teasing hand. His eyes flickered to the mirror, expecting to 
see something incredibly graphic but instead only showed the two of them, exactly as they were. 


‘Its gone now." It hardly mattered, Steven was here with him instead of frozen in the mirror. 
Steven leaned in and his nose brushed Mikael's neck. "What do you see?" 

Mikael shook his head again. "It's just a normal mirror." 

Teeth clamped around his earlobe, a wet tongue tickling quickly before leaving. "Sure?" 


Mirror Steven moved to his knees, parting Mikael's jeans and pulling out his cock, giving it a quick lick before 
swallowing him. Mikael shook his head again, watching as Mirror Steven bobbed back and forth on his dick. 


"Tell me. What do you want?" Steven nibbled his way around Mikael's neck, those damn glasses catching Mikael's 
chin and bumping off his nose. They didn't disappear like they would have in the mirror. "What do you see me 
doing?" 


Mikael swallowed, hoping his voice would work. "Suck me," he breathed, pulling Steven against him. Steven was 


worrying his collarbone with his tongue, lathing over the contours of flesh stretched over bone. 


"Is that what you see?" His tongue took one last lick across the hollow at the base of Mikael's neck. "You want 
me to suck your cock?" He already started sinking to the floor, kissing and biting through the worn cotton of 
Mikael's tshirt. 


Mikael could only nod again, watching at Steven slid down his body like he'd done so many times in the mirror. 
His jeans were parted and pushed from his hips, Steven smiling up at him before reaching out to guide Mikael's 


cock to his talented mouth. 


It was better than his own fist had ever been, hot and tight and slick as Steven's lips molded to his skin and 
slid over every inch. He was going to die. Lips and tongue caressed him like an expert, hand working in tandem 


to give pleasure. 


Mirror Steven was doing the same, except the mirror had removed his glasses completely. Mikael tapped 
Steven on the shoulder and pointed at the mirror, forgetting that Steven could only see his own view and not 
what Mikael was seeing. He gave a firm suck and pulled off of Mikael, using his hand to stroke him but 
fascinated by what he saw. 


It's gone back to being a regular mirror." His voice was a bit hoarse but for once Steven was seeing what 
Mikael saw. Steven made a face and the mirror made a face back at him. Mikael pet Steven's hair and waited 
for him to ignore the image and come back to reality. 


"Maybe you broke the curse?" 


Steven hummed and ran his tongue along Mikael's cock, watching the mirror with one eye. "Kinda like it now." 


It was still a bit glitchy, as Mikael's view had Steven with his lips around Mikael's cock again when real Steven 
was still stroking him with his hand, watching his tongue in the mirror. Reflection images be damned, Mikael 
was here and wanted Steven's mouth on him again. "Fuck the mirror," his fingers tightened around the straight 


strands of Steven's hair. "Suck me." 


Steven teased him, taking the tip of his cock between his lips and sucking on it, still watching in the mirror. He 
synched up with the reflection for a short time, sucking and licking and torturing Mikael as he only half paid 
attention to reality. Mikael slowly swung them so it was easier for Steven to see the mirror, thinking that 
perhaps the added encouragement would get Steven to move faster or suck harder. The slow pace wasn't 
suiting him. 


For Mikael, the mirror had jumped ahead, showing him a spread out Steven lying on a fur rug in the middle of 
the floor. His feet hung over his back as he kicked his legs, looking coyly at Mikael and batting his lashes. 

Maybe the animal fur was a bit much he thought, and it disappeared, Steven now on the empty floor. His heel 
bounced off his arse as his legs lazily kicked Mikael noticed what a nice ass it was and suddenly wanted a piece 


of it. The mirror was still giving him good ideas. 


"Stop" The stop and go blowjob could be explored later, if there was a later. A week of the mirror's torture 


left Mikael on edge and ready to explode. 
Steven looked confused, finally paying attention to Mikael and not the mirror. "What?" 


"I just." Mikael glanced at the mirror, already seeing himself lying next to Steven on the floor. Steven followed 
his gaze, frowning at the image only he could see. 


"What do you see?" Steven moved his hands to Mikael's hips, running one hand back to feel Mikael's rear end. 
Steven's blind eyes looked over the rim of his absurd glasses as Mikael tucked his hair behind an ear, Steven's 
chin pressing into Mikael's hip. "Do you want a blow job?" Mikael bit his lip. He'd take whatever Steven was 
willing to give. "Or." Steven had to shift to look through his lenses to see Mikael's face clearly. "Aah. Well” He 
started to pull himself away from Mikael, who knew rejection when it slapped him in the face. 


"Sorry" 


Steven was crouched down, halfway to standing up. Mikael'd made a horrible mistake, and now he was going to 
have to pay for it. "Sorry for what?" Steven held out a hand and Mikael helped him get off the floor. The 
litheness came naturally to him, something that Mikael with his gangly arms and legs admired. "I've got to get 
some things if we're going to do this." 


Relief flooded through Mikael and he pulled Steven into a crushing bear hug. Once he released Steven enough to 
start running around the house for accessories, he saw himself standing in the mirror, a blanket and a bottle 
being held out in his hand. Looks like mirror him was an alright dude. Steven caught his confused gaze; could 


someone in a mirror actually give you something? 


‘Oh, wonderful” Steven broke away and pulled the blanket and bottle of lube from the glass. “Thanks darling." 
Mikael gawked at the stuff in Steven's arms, completely befuddled. 


"How? How did." Steven folded the blanket in his arm and passed the bottle of lube over to Mikael, who held it 


like it was an alien artifact. 
Steven shrugged. "It's magic." 


It seemed real enough to Mikael, the fine English print describing it as a water based lubricant safe for 
condoms and internal use. It certainly looked normal enough. Steven was spreading the blanket over the wooden 
floor while Mikael was standing there gaping like a fish. He watched as Steven straightened the corners and 
smoothed out the winkles, perfectionist to the end. 


"Well?" Satisfied with the blanket, Steven sprawled out on his stomach, legs slightly spread. "Will this work?" 
Mikael's eyes traced Steven's jeans, following the seam to Steven's crotch and over the curve of his ass. Oh 
yeah, this would work. Mikael was nude and Steven was still dressed, that part was clearly not going to work so 
well. Mikael dropped to his knees and Steven rolled on his back, apparently having the same idea because his 
hands were on the fly of his own jeans. He shimmied out of them without Mikael's help. "Did it look anything 


like me?" 


Mikael nodded. For as good as the mirror had been real Steven was even better. Now if only he'd lose the 


shirt.. 


Instead he sat up and pulled on Mikael's wrists, a habit Mikael was gradually starting to appreciate. He was 
pulled into a giggling pile of Steven in a tangle of legs and arms, the blanket doing little to cushion the floor 
beneath them. Steven ended up on his back with Mikael above him. 


"Take your shirt off" Mikael started tugging on the hem and Steven helped him get the shirt off, finally leaving 


them both naked, except for Mikael's socks. His feet were always cold. 


Steven looked to the mirror and watched hungrily. If it was anything like what Mikael was seeing.. Mikael slid his 
hands over Steven's flank, finally able to run his fingers over Steven's cock. The flesh was heavy in his hand, 
throbbing as he squeezed his fingers around it. In the mirror Steven was flat on his back, body exposed for 
Mikael to explore freely. The slight differences let him know the mirror images weren't real, but they were 


close enough to probably fool most people. 


"Still see Anna?" Steven's lips were curved into a wry smile, a few of the wrinkles around his eyes marring his 


smooth skin. 


"Fuck off," Mikael countered, not even sure why he'd bother to lie in the first place. He stroked Steven at a 
leisurely pace, getting to know the cock in his hand and the feel of Steven 


Steven appeared to be enjoying the attention. "That's the point, isn’t it?" He wagged his non-existent eyebrows. 


"To fuck off" 


Even Mikael tired of Steven's mouth after a while, using his leverage to roll Steven over and get him on his 
knees with his ass towards the mirror. Mikael had to admit it was a good view and the mirror seemed to 
agree. He quickly ran a finger down Steven's crack, pressing against his dry asshole and testing the tension. His 
finger went nowhere, even when he pressed gently. "You're fucking tight as a doormouse." Once he said it, he 


realized the expression didn't quite work the same in English. 


Steven ignored it. "Just." He reached around for the bottle of lube. "I'm ready, just." He couldn't quite reach 
the bottle, knocking it over with his fingers. Mikael picked it up and flipped the cap open. He dripped some onto 


his fingers, checking to make sure it was slick before reaching down to touch Steven again. 


"Sorry." It was probably a bit cold judging by Steven's slight flinch. Who knows what temperature the mirror 
world ran at. When his searching finger found Steven's hole he dribbled more of the lube down his cheeks, 
smearing it with the tips of his fingers. With a little pressure he could finally get a finger inside Steven, 
checking his progress in the mirror. Mirror Steven gave him a thumbs up, at least one of them was actually 
communicating with him. "Ready?" Mirror Steven's hand bounced, the thumbs up enthusiastically waving in the 
air. Real Steven remained frustratingly quiet so Mikael gave his ass a quick squeeze before scooting in behind 
him. 


Realizing he'd lost the view in the mirror, Mikael grabbed Steven's hips and spun them around. Steven stuck to 
the blanket and the blanket slid on the smooth floor, bunching up around Mikael's knees. So much for Steven's 
carefully laid out blanket. 


Steven's head turned to look at the mirror too, watching what only he could see as Mikael finished getting him 
prepared. Fingers were met with soft mewls and occasional wiggles that wordlessly encouraged Mikael. He was 


never going to complain about how much Steven spoke ever again, or at least for the next few days. 


"Ready?" He felt ready as Mikael withdrew his fingers and lined his cock up with Steven's asshole. Fingers and 
all that was one thing, actually getting to fuck Steven would be something else and he had to make sure Steven 


was really on board with it, not just encouraged by something he saw in the mirror. 


Steven's head dropped and hung between his shoulders. "Yeah," came weakly from him, not the enthusiastic 


‘yes' Mikael had expected. 


He frowned. "Yeah?" Well, that was a kill joy. Mikael rubbed his hand over Steven's back, getting him to relax 


and loosen up. No one ever said he set himself goals that were possible to achieve. 
Steven reared back and pushed against him. "Yes, oh, fuck me Mikael, stick your cock in me and fuck me hard." 
Steven moaned exaggeratedly mimicking what several women had whispered in his ear while he was on the 


road. 


It was enough to earn Steven a quick slap on his ass. "You could have just said yes." 


Steven moved against him, almost enough to impale himself but stopping just short. "Yes, I'm ready then" 
"Now you're just being difficult" Mikael grasped himself and rubbed his cockhead over Steve's hole. 


"Am not," Steven argued, shutting up quickly when Mikael pressed forward and breached Steven on the thin 
layer of lube. "Shit, wait” Steven rested on his elbows, breathing while his body adjusted. Surely this wasn't.. 
Shit. 


"You're not.2" Mikael held his hips, and ran his hands over Steven's flanks. 


"No," Steven breathed out. Mikael filed it away for future questioning. So he wasn't Steven's first. And the 
onion just kept peeling away its layers. After several deep breaths Steven relaxed slightly, rising from his 


elbows and glancing at the mirror. "Ok" 


Mikael pushed himself deeper, relieved when he heard Steven's pleasured groan. The mirror showed Steven's 
back bowed and his head thrown back as Mikael laid into him - the idea had merit but he had to get Steven to 
loosen up before he could just pound away. He managed to hang on to his sanity as he worked with Steven, 


finally getting him warmed up and able to really enjoy himself. 


He had hoped Steven would ignore the mirror while Mikael was balls deep in him, unfortunately he didn't, 
nearsighted eyes watching the mirror through his dangling glasses. Mikael looked over occasionally, seeing only 
a reflection and quickly dragging his eyes back to the pale flesh before him. Steven was mostly quiet, a few 
pants or groans escaping only when Mikael moved. It was frustrating without feedback. Mikael decided that 
Steven was grown up enough to let him know when it hurt. He grabbed Steven's slim hips and started moving 
quicker, pulling Steven back into him. 


Steven finally opened his mouth, head hanging between his shoulders and no longer watching the mirror. With a 
good rhythm going, Mikael quickly looked at the mirror, watching as the scene rapidly changed in the reflection 
Steven was in the shower, bent over the sofa, stretched out on the bed, up against a wall, sitting on a flight 
case, stuck in an airplane toilet.. Mikael's head swam as the images flew past, too quickly for him to absorb 
completely. None of them was here and his strokes faltered as he watched the parade of skin. Hairstyles 
changed, clothes morphed, those damn black glasses were replaced with a new pair several times over as 


Steven's hair faded to a streaky steel. 


"What?" Steven stopped rocking into him, catching his breath enough to turn his neck and look back at Mikael. 
He followed Mikael's gaze to the mirror, watching with Mikael at the changing scenes. "Did you see that?" The 
mirror stopped its show, quiet now that it had both of their attentions. 


"Yeah." Steven shifted around him, reminding Mikael that he had a very attractive man that he was trying to 
take care of. Deciding to ignore whatever else the mirror showed him, Mikael started thrusting again, enjoying 


Steven's tightness around him. 


"Do you really want to do it," he broke off with a moan as Mikael changed his angle slightly. "In an airplane?" He 
tightened his ass around Mikael when he caught his breath. 


It sounded childish like that. "With you." Maybe it was the weeklong tension, maybe it was the hormones of 
being recently divorced, but Steven felt really, really good. 


Steven grunted and steadied himself, both of them going at each other with the mirror forgotten off to the 
side. 


Mikael came first, digging his fingers into Steven's hips. Steven was already stroking his own cock, hand pumping 
himself to climax. They eased themselves down to the blanket, Mikael giving the mirror another quick glance, 
surprised when there was nothing in it. No reflections, no glimpses of the future, just nothing. He frowned and 


made a noise. 


Steven rolled onto his side, frowning at the blank mirror. "That's odd" He scratched at his belly. "Never seen 


that before." 


Mikael curled up behind him, pulling their hips together. It wasn't the most comfortable, but he had no 


intentions of moving immediately. "Put the sheet over it later.” 
"Mmmm," Steven hummed, snuggling into Mikael's embrace. "Have to do this again" 


"Even in an airplane?" Mikael curled his arm underneath his head. Steven kept him warm despite the suddenly 


chilly room. 
"Even in an airplane." 
Mikael felt himself drifting off. "How about in the shower?" 


"Give me an hour and we'll see." 


